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BERKSHIRE VILLAGE

IN the Berkshire village where I am staying for
a time to finish some work which has made
little progress in London, the fresh wind blowing
over the heath pulls the scarlet leaves from
cherry trees and ampelopsis, and the sunshine
of these last October days crowns the yellowing
sycamores with a halo of light. Behind the
village, the tall brick-red water tower stands
erect against the ashen sky. From the brambles
climbing the hedgerows, the last ripe black-
berries fall ungathered because no one now has
the sugar to preserve them.

Though Italy is invading Greece, and a new
"theatre of war" is bringing death and horror
to yet more helpless civilians, nothing but the
British bombers and fighters circling like huge
insects over the Common suggests by day that
the village belongs to a country struggling des-
"perately for its existence against a powerful and
ruthless opponent. No sirens sound here except
when the wind carries their wail far over the
hills from Reading or Basingstoke; there are
no highly, polished fire-fighting lorries, no shelters,
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